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man who could give his honour to a deliberate lie, which,
coarse as the term was, I verily believed to be the case with
him, but as he chose now to deny the fact, it only remained
for me to caution him never in future to mention my name
with disrespect, as, if he did, and it came to my knowledge,
I should treat him as he deserved. We then left him without
any salutation, Mr. Pott, Junior, observing to me he had
never seen so despicable a fellow as Baker, and he should re-
late to his father most minutely the whole of the extra-
ordinary scene he had just witnessed. This he faithfully
did, and the next day I received a very kind note from
Mrs. Pott requesting me to dine in Lincoln's Inn Fields,
where I went, receiving a cordial welcome and hearty shake
of the hand by Mr. Pott, but not a word passed respecting
Baker, nor did I think it necessary to broach the disagree-
able subject knowing the unfair suspicion to be done away.
In May (1770) my much esteemed friend, McClintock,
took leave of me, and embarked for India, having been little
more than a month in England, but he was an uncommonly
prudent young man and anxious to get back to his duty.
With real grief I afterwards learnt that two days after
landing in excellent health at Madras, he was attacked
by one of the violent fevers of that inhospitable climate
which in four and twenty hours terminated his valuable
life. A more amiable and accomplished young man never
existed.